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'Long have I loved (alas thou worthy art);

Long have I loved (alas love craveth love);

Long have I loved thyself, alas my heart

Doth break, now tongue unto thy name doth move;

And think not that thy answer answer is,

But that it is my doom of bale or bliss.

*The jealous wretch must now to Court be gone:
Ne can he fail, for Prince hath for him sent.
Now is the time we may be here alone,
And give a long desire a sweet content.
Thus shall you both reward a lover true,
And eke revenge his wrong-suspecting you/

And this was all, and this the husband read
With chafe enough, till she hkn pacified,
Desiring that no grief in him be bred,
Now that he had her words so truely tried,
But that he would to him the letter show,
That with his fault he might her goodness know.

That straight was done with many a boisterous threat,
That to the King he would his sin declare;
But now the Courtier 'gan to smell the feat,
And with some words which showed little care,
He stay'd until the goodman was departed,
Then gave he him the blow which never smarted.

Thus may you see the jealous wretch was made
The pandar of the thing he most did fear.
Take heed, therefore, how you ensue that trade,
Lest the same marks of jealousy you bear:
For sure no jealousy can that prevent
Whereto two parties once be full content*

Advice to the Same

WHO doth desire that chaste his wife should be,
First be he true, for truth doth truth deserve:
Then such be he as she his worth may see,
And one man still credit with her preserve.
Not toying kind nor causelessly unkind,
Not stirring thoughts nor yet denying right,
Not spying faults nor, in plain error* blind,
Never hard hand nor ever reins too light.